On 30 April 1988, the body of Valerie Solanas was found at the Bristol Hotel, the single-room occupancy in the Tenderloin District in central San Francisco. According to the terse police report, she was kneeling beside the bed in a tidy room with her manuscripts in proper order on her desk. The report goes on to state that Solanas had died around 25 April and that cadaverous worms had invaded her body. The hotel staff had seen her writing at her desk a few weeks earlier.
The image of the neat room with piles of manuscripts and the dead body of Solanas fascinated Sara Stridsberg, a Swedish playwright and novelist who was born in 1972. She decided to find out who Solanas was in the same manner that Isabelle Collin Dufresne, alias Ultra Violet, one of Andy Warhol's superstars, once did. Ultra Violet telephoned people who had known Solanas during the 1960s. Only a few of them were still alive and they warned Ultra Violet about Solanas. "She is dangerous," they said. 2 Stridsberg was thrilled by everything she found out. She literally got Solanas under her skin, embarking on a three-year project (2003- fig. 2) , was one of them. Olsson and others who participated in the event had heard of the S.C.U.M. Manifesto, but they had never read it. They were, however, fascinated by the text, finding in it a special energy that emerges from the paradox of a person living on the streets and at the same time producing such a work.
Stridsberg knew the S.C.U.M. Manifesto by heart. She had laughed and cried over this irresistibly wild and crazy satire of the patriarchy that did not resemble anything by any feminist she had ever read before. Its language is harsh, its ideals completely out of reach. The wild and intense voice of the manifesto does not adhere to any consensus regarding rhetoric, politics, art, philosophy, or the future. It is a fantastically desperate and euphorically mad text. According to Stridsberg, the S.C.U.M. Manifesto is all about poetry, not politics in the traditional sense of the word; she places Solanas in the same tradition as Sylvia Plath, Courtney Love, Gertrude Stein, Yoko Ono, Billie Holiday, and Tracey Emin.
Writing about Solanas was, for Stridsberg, a way of communicating with the woman who had written the wildest utopia ever. She created a dance macabre of Solanas's childhood experience of violence and brutality, and was driven by the strong contrast between the wild voice of the manifesto and the lonely death of Solanas in that cheap hotel room in San Francisco. Solanas's complicated experiences reach toward ideas and phenomena that we are used to regarding as incompatible: she is, in Stridsberg's view, "the intellectual whore, the utopian misanthropist. She is the victim who refuses to excuse herself. She is the child without childhood; she is the women's movement without women. She is the absolute triumph and the definitive defeat."
3 Stridsberg was also interested in finding out why the antiviolence activist Solanas shot Warhol. The audience did not get any answer to that question, though Valerie in the performance regretted that she did not shoot better and sharper.
The real Valerie Solanas (1936-88) was born in Ventnor City, New Jersey. Very little is known about her life until 1966, when she moved to Greenwich Village. In that same year, she published her play Up Your Ass, which featured a man-hating heroine who worked as a prostitute and beggar, as Solanas had done. Warhol liked Up Your Ass and they began to socialize. She wrote the S.C.U.M. Manifesto and, in 1968, sud- denly shot Warhol. There are many possible interpretations of this act. Some have seen it as a feminist attack on Warhol as master vampire of the arts, as in the film I Shot Andy Warhol (1996) , in which Solanas is presented as a feminist heroine. She was released from jail in 1971. Her reputation oscillated between feminist martyrdom and madness; when not hospitalized, she lived alone in cheap hotels, where she spent her time writing.
As Stridsberg thought of the piles of papers and manuscripts on Solanas's desk, a dream play started to emerge. In this play, she viewed Solanas as a brilliant though somehow confused bag lady dressed in a silver coat. Stridsberg's play Valerie Jean Solanas for President of America opens with Valerie dying in a hotel room. Now and then she rises up from her deathbed to perform dream sequences, hallucinations, and scenes from her life. Valerie is the driving force of the play, the explosive dynamite, while the other characters are merely sketches. She is depicted standing against the world, pushing the limits too far. On the other hand, as Stridsberg seems to insist, are not women deluged with sexist talk on a daily basis? Valerie moves rapidly from the young, hopeful student to the drug-addicted bag lady. She talks nonstop: her genre is monologue and her tempo furioso. Whether she is imprisoned or in mental institutions, she hysterically repeats her mantra that men are superfluous and in every respect women's inferiors. In the ultra-rapid monologue with its endlessly galloping flow of words, Valerie appears to be fleeing from a hunt-the constant word stream orchestrates language as both weapon and music.
Stridsberg's interest in Solanas should be seen in the context of the socially committed theatre in Sweden during the 1990s and early 2000s. The political performing-arts scene has links back to the 1970s, while being firmly rooted in the contemporary. The demand for taking a political stand was not entirely absent from the more postmodern era of the 1980s and '90s. Gender, sexuality, ethnicity, class, and other social issues were hot topics in Swedish theatre in the late 1990s, but the most urgent issue of debate was and remains the downscaling of the Swedish welfare state. Leftist feminists felt that the Swedish project-a social democratic, egalitarian, and open society-had changed beyond recognition. 4 The public reading of the S.C.U.M. Manifesto was strongly challenged by wounded (merely straight) men, who neither saw the irony of the text nor the point of such an event in the first place. The performance took place within a historical context in which all political parties in Sweden (with the exception of the Conservatives and Christian Democrats) had declared themselves feminist. In this moment of presumed feminist consensus, the S.C.U.M. Manifesto sounded as if it were a declaration of war in a country where pragmatic gender-equality politics cannot afford any explicitly angry lesbianfeminist proclamations in a public space-or anywhere else for that matter.
Looking back on that time now, it becomes clear that what took place was a political misunderstanding in which mainstream gender-equality politics was mistaken for feminism. The price of mainstreaming is always a certain degree of adjustment to hegemony. Feminism occupied a paradoxical position in the early 2000s: it was at once integral to hegemonic gender-equality politics, and at the same time marginal, feared, and ridiculed. It had become a victim of its own success. A bored bourgeoisie picked out the parts of feminist and leftist subculture that they found amusing; they consumed it, but they didn't "buy" it.
This was the moment when feminist artists turned to revolutionaries such as Solanas or Ulrike Meinhof, rather than looking to mainstream politics for inspiration. Stridsberg found a figure who can never become mainstream-the angry lesbian feminist; there is no social space for such a character to inhabit. Stridsberg's main concern was resistance, in the sense that Meinhof defined the term in her article "From Protest to Resistance": "Protest," Meinhof writes, "is when you say that something does not suit you. Resistance is when you see to it that the thing not suiting you stops." 5 The logic here is that there is not necessarily something wrong with angry women, but, rather, with a heterosexist world. Angry women are, however, generally not well received, but it is the history of anger that gives feminist politics its edge.
Sara Ahmed classifies feminist attachments as anger, wonder, and hope: anger awakens the feminist and keeps her going; wonder is about seeing the world that encounters "as if" for the first time; the third component is hope, and when thinking about feminist futures, we also must attend to the legacies of feminist pasts. 6 Ahmed points out that feminism is shaped by what it is against, just as women's bodies and lives may be shaped by histories of violence that bring them to a feminist consciousness. Being against something depends on how one reads what one is against. 7 Anger is a form of "against-ness" in the way Meinhof defines the resistance as not only signifying protest, but also putting an end to the thing being protesting against.
Solanas is not easy to shake off. "She is a state of mind, a play, an invasion, a mirror, a wonderland, and a promise of absolutely nothing. Her heart becomes an insatiable pulsating wound. Valerie is both a utopist and a romantic," Stridsberg writes. 8 Stridsberg has called her play Valerie Jean Solanas for President of America because she envisions what she calls a "black utopia,"
9 meaning hope against all odds. She addresses life and death, expressing, in Jill Dolan's words, "a rather melancholic yearning for a different future, fueled by wistful but persistent hope." 10 Dolan terms this "militant optimism."
11
The play and the novel are Stridsberg's postmortem gift to Solanas, the fulfillment of a wish to give her everything she failed to obtain when alive: an army of lovers in silver coats, her life as a dream and a nightmare. Stridsberg had never loved any text as much as she did the S.C.U.M. Manifesto: "It has changed my way of thinking, my heart and my cunt, my way of moving through the city; it has taught me everything I needed to know." 12 Stridsberg writes that the S.C.U.M. Manifesto is impossible to forget once you have discovered and read it. The patriarchy has every reason to fear it, because it is a dangerous text. Clarity (the text makes you see) and mercilessness (the text has no loyalty to men) come out of that. Valerie's father raped her when she was a little girl. She later lived as a prostitute for a long time. The street is the loneliest place in the world; it is the heart of patriarchy, "a puffing screaming black hole of misogyny and sticky bodily fluids. S.C.U.M. is written of that experience. What is said about patriarchy out of that position is the only thing that is worth knowing about patriarchy." 13 By taking Solanas seriously in creating the Valerie character, Stridsberg demonstrates her own retrospective solidarity with the author. The Valerie character is the kind of person we often meet begging on the street, talking to themselves or insulting passersby. You can recognize a Valerie look-alike by her ragged coat and bag full of curiosities. She has lipstick smeared over her face and is carrying on her own endless monologues on various topics. If you can spare a minute or two, stop and listen to what such a Valerie character-our contemporary homeless woman-is saying to you. It might be anything from hardcore poetry, to absolute nonsense, to brilliant political analysis; it might be incomprehensible, but also extraordinarily beautiful, and then again sometimes crystal clear. "Everything is made up and poetry makes it obvious," Stridsberg says about the S.C.U.M. Manifesto.
14 It is a text without compromises. "This is an agenda for eternity and utopia," Stridsberg writes, and reminds her readers: "It is now or never. The future is S.C.U.M. The future is already here."
